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Author's Notes: 
Pulled title and synopsis out of my ass for "Pete Loves Rockfic’, then was inspired to actually write the Thing. 
Decided to use John's death as the point where Pete and Monkey finally get freaky. 


"You're a monster." Daltrey declares, slamming the door behind him and caring not one whit who else might be 
here to hear. 


"Funny." Pete intones in tones of somber solemnity, stonefaced and dry-eyed although pierced to the heart. 
"That's exactly what he said the day Keith died" 


Seeing they're all alone, Monkey snarls through a sob "We didn't PLAY the very night Keith died!" 


"Had we been scheduled to, we WOULD have." proclaims Pete "John would have done his fucking job, and so will 
we." [Finding stuntcock for either of them is far more challenging than if it were YOU] 


"You wish it were me, don't you?" Monkey pokes the bear, almost hoping to provoke attack or breakdown 


serious enough to merit cancellation [| can't go out there.CAN'T..They'll call us calllous.Rather wind up in 
hospital with busted jaw than skewered in the press as heartless] 


Pete sighs "Sadly, what | wish enters not into matters of life and death. We ARE going out there, and we will 


let them see our tears." 
"Oh, like YOU'II cry." Daltrey continues to angrily weep "You didn't over Keith." 
"| did" Pete's eyes prickle and well, recollecting. "With John 


Monkey knows little (has suspected much) and fears to mention, but now can no longer resist. "It must've been 


so hard for him.. the way they were." He isn't sure how to say it, but Pete understands. 
"Yes. | offered..intimate.solace, but he rejected me" 

"So, you two never." 

"THAT ship burnt to the waterline early" is Pete's stark confession 

Daltrey finds himself intriged. "You wanted John? Ever wanted me?" 


[Passing curiosity, occasional erotic ideation, a few weird dreams, but let's lie to arouse his ego] "No. You're 


too straight and simple." Pete smirks "Bet you've never stroked a cock in your life." 


| have SO!" Confounded to be considering this a point of pride rather than shame, Monkey audaciously adds 
"Keith's." 


"Ever sucked one?" 
"Bet YOU've sucked a LOT of them" Daltrey sneers. 


"Three." Pete deadpans unabashedly. "Keith's was the first. Never John’s, although | did want to, and now wish | 
had." 


"Better suck MINE while you still can" 


Pete draws himself up into impassioned presence, taller than his mere body could ever be, infusing imposing 


voice to avow "If you ask me very nicely, | will” 
Monkey cannot believe his ears. "Right here, right now?" 


"You have to say ‘please: ' 


[Never been with any man but Keith.wasn't ever my idea, but mad Moonie had such winning ways. It's clear 
Pete means it, though..God damn.starting to get stiff.He'd prob'ly be so good..fucking perfectionist] "All right, 
then" Daltrey decides "Please blow me, Pete." 


[Fuck a duck, he called my bluff. Very well, but we're doing it on my terms] "Take your pants off, and come lie 
on the bed" 


Monkey sits down upon nearby chair to unlace his shoes, somewhat surprised by how exciting this has swiftly 
become, finally inclined to discuss dirty details avoided for decades. "Walked in on John bumming Keith once. Had 
him bent right over an amp. Did YOU ever do him that way?" 

"He did ME, actually." Pete strives to incite Monkey's lust "How about you?" 

"No man's EVER fucked me. Was Keith the first to stick it in you from BOTH ends?" 

"He was not." 


"Who was?" Monkey kicks off his boots, standing to unfasten and slide down trousers. 


"None of your business." [Wouldn't tell HM, sure as hell won't tell YOU] "Do you want me to suck your cock or 


not?" 
Daltrey presses his luck. "What if I'd rather fuck your arse?" 
"HAVE you ever fucked an arse?" Pete needs to know. 


Keith's." Monkey admits, adding "And women.who were WAY more sensitive about it” [Learned how to be 
gentle, but if he actually lets me l'm not sure | will be. Want to make it as hard on him as going out on stage 
to declare John's death will be for me] Laying lascivious ultimatum while handling rampant erection, he insists 


"The ONLY way l'm gonna go out there tonight is if you PUT out right now." 


[Ahh, good old Br'er Rabbit. Get what you want by acting like you don't. Somewhere, John and Keith are 
laughing together] The room suddenly seems uncomfortably warm. Pete strips off his shirt, flinging it onto the 
carpet before hands stray to the button of strained slacks. 


"Whatever it takes." 


